THE OBSEQUIES

Lucien Maublanc, Three waiters fussed about him just to extract one
cork and fill a single glass.

"He looks too awful!" said the redhead when she had glanced at
Maublanc.                   ^ 0

Her thin shoulders quivered.

"Oh, my dear, you have to make up your mind what you want,"
replied Anny F6ret. "In life, you know, men are never young, good-
looking and rich as welL You'll find that out. Besides, it wouldn't be
fair."

She uttered these last words in a sententious tone as if they were
some great philosophical truth. She seemed lost in reflection,

"Anny," said the other in a low, plaintive voice.

"What is it?"

"I'm hungry. Could I have..."

"Of course, my dear. Why didn't you tell me you hadn't had any
dinner. What do you want?"

"Some of those little sausages with mustard," murmured the red-
head breathlessly, her eyes wide, almost filling with tears.

Anny Feret called a waiter, and told him to bring Frankfurter
sausages. As he appeared to hesitate, the singer said: "All right, it's
not on the house, I'll pay," And she added: "What beasts they can be
here!"

A few minutes later the waiter returned with a steaming plateful.
The little redhead at once picked up a sausage in her fingers, dipped it
in the mustard, and bit orT a large piece.

"Eat properly," the singer whispered. "He's looking this way. It's
the third time. But pretend not to notice."

For a moment she gazed at the girl, who had now taken up her
knife and fork and was concentrating silently on eating. A little warmth
had come back to her thin, pointed, freckled face, to which two patches
of rouge on the cheekbones gave an artificial flush.

The orchestra deafened them with an American tune.

"At bottom, you.know, I'm a kind-hearted girl," went on Anny
F6ret "To see a child like you without enough to eat worries me. You
know you might really be quite pretty."

She got up.

"I think it's the moment to go across," she said. "You've taken in
what I've said, haven't you? You won't make mistakes, will you?"

The younger girl, her mouth full, shook her shock of red hair.

"You'd better attend to your rouge," Anny recommended.

Making her long black satin dress flow about her strong thighs, she
went across the floor on which a few couples were dancing.

"Hullo, Lulu, aren't you going to say good evening to me?*! ffhe
cried, stopping at the table where Maublanc was sitting alone behind:
ice-bucket
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